The First Time 


by Alaskayoung8 9 


Category: Teen Wolf 
Genre: Humor, Romance 
Language: English 
Characters: Lydia M., Stiles 
Status: In-Progress 
Published: 2016-04-23 00:51:29 
Updated: 2016-04-25 23:16:05 
Packaged: 2016-04-27 13:12:53 
Rating: T 
Chapters : 2 
Words : 6,860 

Publisher: www.fanfiction.net 

Summary: Based on the film 'The First Time'. Instead of Aubrey and 
Dave its Lydia and Stiles. Stiles meets Lydia in the back alley of a 
party, but the simple "Do you wanna walk me home?" Changes both of 
their experiences with love. (If you haven't watched 'The First Time' 
then no worries, you can read to find out what happens!) 


1 . Someone New 

**Okay so this story's plot is the same as the 2012 film 'The First 
Time' which stars Dylan O'Brien. Its about two teenagers who fall in 
love for the first time, and experience things to do with love for 
the first time. . . (If you get what i mean) . ** 

**I discussed doing this with my friend and we figured everything out 
and the plot to make this story work. The characters in the film are 
Dave and Aubrey which will be replaced by Lydia and Stiles. Lydia is 
still a genius she just doesn't do her whole dumb act. There WON'T be 
anything supernatural in this. Also everyone still has the same 
personality but Lydia will have Aubreys trait of not liking public 
affection. I'm following the script at times but not all the time, 
however this chapter is mostly scripted to get them introduced. This 
is a Stydia story so at first it may not seem like it, but it is, 
trust me ! : ) * * 

**This is basically an alternative junior year for the pack. ** 

**If you like this then f ollow/f avourite/review . If you want me to 
continue this then let me know! :)** 

**_I do not own any dialogue used in this chapter. _** 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>He stood in a back alley right by a party he was trying to 
escape. More like a social event for him. Stiles got bad anxiety at 



party's where everyone would look at him and everyone could see the 
amount of girls he was hooking up with. And that was zero. He only 
wanted one girl. Malia. She was his life long friend who he fell 
unconditionally in love with, but she didn't love him back. Of course 
she didn't, she went for six packed and blue eyed guys, who were 
sophisticated and had a flirty manner. Not Stiles. Stiles was 
sarcastic and could be dry at times. Sure he was smart and he had a 
nicely tonned body, but it wasn't what Malia wanted. He had to sit 
and listen to every single moan about every single boy she hooked up 
with, she would always say "I'm done with teenage boys" but then she 
would be sleeping with someone else the same age the next week. He 
wanted her to know how he felt, he really did because he wanted there 
to be an 'us' between them.<p> 

So Stiles stood in a back alley with a a piece of crumpled paper in 

his hands as he tried to say what he was feeling into words. 

Somewhere he had plucked up the courage and wrote it all down, just 
saying it was the hard part. 

"And I'll still be in love with you. Its the way that you, uh . . " He 

stuttered nervously, even thinking about her olive skin, and her soft 

brown hair made his heat beat like crazy, "It's the way that 
you.. wait shit," He sighed somewhat annoyed at himself for not 
knowing what to say, he stared annoyed at the brick wall, "Come on 
Stiles," He spoke to himself, "What is it? That: uh-That amazing... 
Its that amazing way that-" 

"Who are you talking to you?" An amused voice spoke from behind him. 
He jumped and spun around, pleasntly surprised by what he saw. 

"Oh! Jesus- You scared the crap out of me!" He exclaimed as he put a 
hand to his chest and surveyed what was in front of him. 

A girl. Around 5,3 if you took away the four inch heels she was 
wearing, strawberry blonde hair and green eyes. Her hair was long and 
fell down over her shoulders in waves. She was clearly at the party, 
she was dressed in a sparkly pencil skirt with a black top and a 
small leather bag that hung on her shoulder. She had full lips and 
fair skin. Her body curved in the way a girl his age should. She was 
the opposite of Malia. But still beautiful. 

"Sorry" She said with a small smile playing on her lips. She stood 
tall, confidently, unlike him, he had his shoulders a little slumped 
and his hands were now stuffed in his pockets. He breathed in and 
stood up straighter to look better. 

"No, its alright, " He told her softly, she smiled at him with her 
dimples and he couldn't help but smile back. She had one of those 
contagious smiles. She raised her eyebrows at him as if to say 'Why 
are you out here by yourself' so he elaborated, "I just- uh- thought 
i was alone" 

"So you _were_ talking to no-one?" She questioned, she took a step 
towards him and he smiled at her. He feels comfortable in her 
presence even though they're strangers. 

"No." He said quickly. 

"You go to Beacon Hills High?" She asked clicking her tongue in her 
mouth . 



"Yeah, you go to North?" He asked kicking at the gravel with his beat 
up shoes. She looked up at him and tucked her hair behind her 
ears . 

"No. I go to Beacon Hills Community," She said coolly, but before he 
could ask her if she meant the college she answered his question, 

"No, not the college, the high school thats connected to it" 

They stay silent for a while so Stiles walks a little closer to her. 
He can smell her perfume, like coconuts which is different to Malia, 
she always has strong perfumes on, which he likes, of course, but 
something more gentle on the nose is nice. 

"Do you know who's party this is?" She asked her head spinning around 
so she can look at the house. It was a big house that had a pool and 
the music could be heard from here. 

"No, not a clue, what about you?" 

"No, i got bought by some friends, actually i was tying to find them, 
my best friend" She sighed and walked by a gate and looked around. He 
was intrigued by her, she seemed mysterious. She walked back over by 
him and checked her phone. 

"Whats her name?" 

"Allison, " She said pressing the phone to her ear then waiting, she 
rolled her eyes when there wasn't a response. "Allison Argent" 

"Oh." He said lamely like he was going to know anyone who went to 
community . 

"The guys i hang out with, " Stiles began but Lydia beeathed in and 
started talking. 

"Who do you hang out with?" She asked, she sat on the floor with her 
bare legs led in front of her. She looked up at his whiskey coloured 
eyes and his breath caught at how green her eyes really were. 

"Scott Mcall and Liam Dunbar." He spoke, she thought for a moment as 
if scanning in her mind through the people she knew but to not find 
Scott or Liam, she shrugged her shoulders, "We drive around all night 
calling everyone we know, just looking for a party, and then we 
eventually find one we won't know anyone so we just stand around and 
then leave" He said, he shrugged his shoulders and let out a 
breath . 

"Thats stupid, " The girl laughed gently to reveal her perfect white 
teeth, "Why do you do that?" 

"What else are youg gonna do, right?" He said laughing, hoping she 
got the translation of 'I'm not gonna get laid sat around at 
home ' . 

"So why ' d you come out tonight?" He asked, he turned his head towards 
her and she shrugged her shoulders which made her hair fall over her 
in a weird way. 


"I don't know." She said, she laughed at the end and shook her head 



"A laugh maybe?" 


"A laugh?" Stiles repeated, she raised an eyebrow at him and 
sighed . 

"I'm not looking for a boyfriend is what i mean, i have one," She 
said, "I mean i have a dude" 

"A dude? Who" He asked her. 

"Jackson Whitemore". 

"Oh" Was all he could say, he knew him, he was one of the most 
popular kids in the town, and she was dating him? Not that she 
couldn't get anyone like that, he thought, becasue she was 
gorgeous . 

"You know him?" 

"Yeah! Who doesn't" He said, he shook his head and laughed and 
scratched nervously at his neck. 

"So," She said raising an eyebrow, "Why aren't you in there now 
making moves on girls who are low on self esteem?" 

"I just kid of have one girl I'm interested in" He said nodding, she 
smiled a little at him then turned her gaze to her hands folded in 
her lap. 

"So, whats her name?" 

"Malia, " He said, even thinking about her got his heart racing and 
his palms sweaty. 

"Malia Tate" He said again but using her whole name. 

"So whats your name?" She asked. He just realised that they didn't 
know each others names even though they were having a 
conversation . 

"Stiles, " He said, he waited for her to bark out a laugh at his name 
or question it, but she didn't. 

"Stiles, i'm Lydia" She said holding out a hand for him to shake. He 
knew his palms had been sweating because he was talking to a girl who 
was highly attractive and he hadn't said anyhing that had made her 
dislike him. He stepped forward and shook it, maybe they held hands a 
little too long for strangers. 

"And you go to Community?" He said trying to keep the conversation 
going, he liked the presence of her, he felt calm and collected, well 
as calm as someone could be for being ADHD. 

"Yeah" She said nodding. Then some kid ran out of the party and down 
the street. Stiles jumped because he thought it would be someone he 
knew, as if he thought someone seeing him would mean he was cheating 
on Malia. Lydia eyed him curiously, surveying his toned arms and his 
long fingers. He wasn't wearing his usual flannel shirts, Scott 
convinced him to wear something else because it was summer and it was 
hot, and the least he needed was to be sweaty and sticky. But he was 



insecure about the way he looked. Espically when his best friends 
were physically fit. His body had muscle, from years of playing 
lacrosse and baseball. It had eventually oayed off and he made sure 
to go to the gym twice a week to becoming healthier. Maybe it was 
paying off. Maybe he should start showing his body off. 

"Junior?" He asked. 

She nodded then asked, "Let me guess you're a senior?" 

"Actually no, i'm a junior" He said a little self consciously. She 
looked at him again and smiled. 

"Could of fooled me" She said, and this time when she smiled, it was 
her dimpled one, the one that looked so genuine. 

"So, " she said shifting on the floor as he kicked some gravel, "This 
girl, Malia, she doesn't like you back?" 

"Well yeah, just-" 

"Platonically " She finsihed for him. 

"Right- yeah-as a friend" He said, he silently scolded himself for 
stammering . 

"So have you tried getting with her? Like actually tried?" 

"No, " He said quietly almost ashamed for being such a whimp, "Shes 
hooking up with Issac Lahey tonight" 

"Oh, Allison hooked up with him one night, " She said, he rolled his 
eyes and she smiled, "He is _hot"_ 

"That boosts my confidence so much!" He said sarcastically his eyes 
wide . 

"I'm just saying, if shes getting with him tonight, then don't get 
your hopes up or anything?" 

"My hopes have never been up with her, " He sighed, he hated this 
feeling, "Thats why i'm not in there watching her get off with 
him" 

"So you're hiding?" She questions, she rasied her eyebrows in a jokey 
way to lighten the mood, but the thought of Malia kissing another 
worthless crush made him sick. 

"Not hiding, just clearing my head" He explained, he picked at the 
brick in the wall and she stood up, dusting her bum off and 
straighting her skirt. 

"Right, i should go inside and try to find Allison" She said, she 
started walking back inside gracefully with her four inch heels. She 
was still shorter than him. But then he thought of an idea, a girl 
his age, who had a boyfriend ( ish) must know what a girl 
wants . 

"Hey, " He said loudly, she turned around to face him and rested 
against the wall, "Can i-uh- ask you a question" 



"Go ahead" She said, she admired her nails as she waited, they were 
red and filed and perfectly painted. 

"Do you know, maybe, if theres something i could say to her? To get 
her to like me" 

"Like you? You just want her to like you?" She asked, he locked eyes 
with her and she pushed off the wall, "Sounds to me like you _love_ 
her" 

He was in love with her. But he didn't like admitting it because the 
more he did, the more of a chance he wasn't getting over her. He 
nodded shyly and she took a step forward. 

"What do you have in mind?" She spoke gently. He got out the piece of 
paper and gripped it tightly in his hands. His throat suddenly felt 
dry and he wanted to scream because all he wanted to do was tell 
Malia how he felt without asking for help from everyone around 
him . 

"Malia, Lately I've been feeling like there's so much noise, you 
know?-uh so much static, all these voices competing for attention, 
teachers, parents, magazines, what's in, what's out, who's cool, 
who's not cool enough... and it's like all this shit gets so loud I 
feel like I cant even hear myself think. I just want to get in my 
jeep and drive... but then I see you, I see you across the hall 
leaning against your locker... wearing your endless stock of 
shorts. . . and the way you tuck your hair back behind your ears. . . 
then you see me and you smile but just smile and it's like, it's like 
all that noise fades away you know... and then the only thing I can 
hear is the sound of your voice when you call out my name, and its 
peaceful" He said, he hadn't looked her in the eye when he said it 
but when his gaze fell on hers she breathed in and pushed her lips 
together . 

"I think she may be a very lucky person," She breathes licking her 
lips, "But she's also going to feel very freaked out, she probably 
won't even give a shit about her hair tucking and you talking about 
her shorts niether does she care about the magazines and shit, she 
wants to hear about her eyeliner because it took her so long this 
morning, maybe even wants to hear that you're happy when you're with 
her, because the truth is she just wants to be a little less freaked 
out than she already is, and if you can be that dude? Then 
rad . " 

"I'm never gonna be her dude am I?" He said, his lips turned down and 
he let the paper fall carelessly to the ground. 

She pursed her lips and shook her head slightly, "No, not with that 
attitude my friend" 

He nodded slowly and sat down in the middle of the pavement and she 
joined him. They stayed silent for a few minutes, it wasn't 
uncomfortable, he thought it was comforting, just being able to sit 
quietly with someone and it not be awkward really meant 
something . 


"I like this song." She said quietly closing her eyes to reveal a 
dark eyeshadow that hooded her green eyes. 



"Yeah its good" 


"Great." Lydia agreed with him, he nodded at her and then laughed 
lightly . 

"What?" 

"Nothing nothing, " He said shaking his head, she raised her eyebrows 
at him and he coughed and spoke, "I don't actually know what the song 
is " 

"Then why agree with me" She said her lips curling into a smile. She 
fingered the strap of her bag and sighed. 

"Dance with me?" Stiles asked. He didn't usually do this, he wasn't 
confident, didn't think to much of himself and he never ever made 
moves on girls he had known for all of twenty minutes. But he felt so 
god damned confident with her that he couldn't help the words 
tumbling out of his mouth. 

"I think i'll pass" She said, her teeth clamped togetehr as she 
cringed through a smile. 

"You know you're doing wonders for my self esteem" He said 
sarcastically. She looked at him and bit her lip. 

"Its just," She sighed then ran her fingers through her hair, "I-" 

She searched for the right words, opening and closing her mouth 
several times before she began to speak again, "Doesn't public 
affection just cringe you out?" 

"No- not really, I mean maybe really ugly couples, but, I don't 
really mind it" Stiles said shrugging, but of course he didn't mind 
it when couples kissed because he had never really experienced that 
before. He had the odd girlfriend here and there, he got together 
with his childhood friend Heather but that didn't last long, then his 
girlfriends from Middle school that were as worthless as a 
rock . 

"You know I don't want to watch people make out in the mall when I'm 
shopping, like come one guys get a room if you're gonna do that" She 
ranted her eyes growing wide as she went on. He laughed at her and 
she rolled her eyes. 

"Well first of all," Stiles swallowed, "We're all alone here, no one 
can see us, and second, its just one little dance" 

She sighed and looked down in her lap. He was tense as she was 
deciding to answer, but something surged through him and it was 
confidence. Because of her. Becasue she didn't have much of a filter 
and she had her own opinions. 

He stood up and her eyes followed him. 

"Lydia, " He spoke, the words tasted odd in his mouth but he liked 
that. It was good to meet someone new. "Get off of your cute little 
ass and dnace with me" 

She met his eye and suppressed a smile, " Intersest ing tactic, but 



still no. 


She could be blunt too, he realised. He held a hand out for her and 
after twenty seconds of her eyes landing on his hands too her eyes 
looking at the wall she took it and stood up. She huffed a sigh and 
hooked her hands around his neck. Her hands were cold against his and 
he felt the metal of a ring against his skin. He placed his hands 
around her waist, just above her bum, he didn't want to make her 
uncomfortable or wanted it to look like he was touching her up, 
because obviously he wasn't. 

"I can't believe i'm doing this," Lydia sighed, Stiles rolled his 
eyes at her and they continued to move there feet in small movements 
so they wer dancing in a slow circle. 

"All we need it now is to be raining and this can be your typical 
romantic movie" Lydia said dryly. It made Stiles laugh at how 
embarrassed she was at _herself _when she was _alone _with 
him. 

"Just get over it," Stiles told her softly. Their eyes locked and she 
was right. All they needed for it to rain and then they would lean in 
for a kiss. Then his phone started to ring, but he was captured in 
her enamouring emerald eyes that he didn't quite register what was 
going on. 

"Your balls are vibrating" She laughed and they broke apart. She 
rubbed her hands off on her skirt and looked around as a few people 
ran out of the party. 

"Oh, " Stiles breathed out, Lydias eyes met his and she looked a 
little worried, "The cops are here" 

"Shit" Lydia cursed. People around them ran out of all directions and 
people screamed at them to go. Girls ran through without bras and 
boys ran through with there jeans to tight for them. Bottles were 
dropped and cigarettes were being ditched in the bushes. 

"We should run!" Stiles shouted. Lydia bit her lip and nodded, 
grabbing his hand and running off into a road that led to the front 
of the house. When they git there she was a little breathless but she 
looked around for her friends. Thats when i see her. Malia. In a car 
with Issac driving away from the craziness. She tucks a strand of 
short hair behind her ear and she looks at the on coming cop 
car . 

"Is that her?" Lydia breathed on his neck as she stood close to him. 
He nodded and put his phone back in his pocket. She looked at him a 
lttle sympathetically. His heart sank and he wanted to be with Malia, 
or at least he wanted to know she wasn't screwing someone else. 

"My house is a few blocks away? Wanna walk me home?" She asked 
sweetly . 

Stiles considered it, he figured he could use something to take his 
mind off of his love life. 

"Yeah, c'mon" He said. He looked at her and she just seemed like she 
was in her own world, her mind looked like it was doing something. 
Maybe she had a lot going on. But whatever it was, Stiles wanted to 



know. He wanted to know her. 


2. The Virgin And The Skank 

**I want to apologise for my typos in the previous chapter, when i 
proof read it it was very late at night so I wasn't really 
functioning, I know how annoying that is as a reader.** 

**I know i said in the last chapter that Lydia doesn't do her dumb 
act but i ' ve decided she doesn't tell people what she really does 
except from people like Alliosn. ** 

**I love to hear what you guys think of this! Leave a review and 
thanks for f ollowing/f avourit ing . I wouldn't keep writing if it 
weren't for you :)** 

**_I don't own any dialogue used. _** 

They were walking slowly side by side to Lydia's house. There was a 
tension between them, probably because Stiles was thinking about 
Malia, and he was trying his best not too. He really was. But it was 
obvious all he was thinking about was her screwing some guy. 

"So do you know what you want to do when you grow up?" Lydia asked 
Stiles. Lydia looked up at Stiles and once again he realised how 
beautiful she was. 

"I want to be a detective cop," he said, he stuffed his hands in his 
pockets and curled his hands into balls, he always cringed when he 
told people that, he didn't look like the smart type, or that he was 
brave enough to do such a thing. But Lydia didn't mock him. 

"I bet that's interesting," She said, they walked a little farther 
before she spoke again, "What made you go down that career 
path? " 

"My dad," he told her, she nodded knowingly, "He's the county 
Sheriff, I always help him figure the cases out, you know?" 

"So you're pretty much sorted out for the future?" She laughed, he 
nodded and smiled too, "What about your mother? What does she 
do ? " 

"Uh, " He said, his mother died such a long time ago he didn't like 
telling people she was dead, only because he didn't want them to feel 
sorry for him, "She died when I was eight" 

"Oh shit, " Lydia murmured quietly stopping in her tracks, he stopped 
with her and she turned to look at him, "I'm so sorry, I shouldn't 
have said anything" 

"It fine, you didn't know," He Replied softly, she offered him a sad 
smile, then she touched a hand to his arm, and his skin went all 
kinds of tingly. 

"I really am sorry" She said, he nodded at her and pretended that he 
wasn't thinking about his mother, when he was, he was always thinking 
about her. 



"So what do you want to do?" Stiles asked her as they continued to 
walk, she was glad he said something, it made the mood lighten again. 
She felt like smacking herself in the face for saying those words so 
carelessly when _of course _he might not of had a mother. 

"I like math," She said looking down at her feet, she almost seemed 
embarrassed by that, because maybe he would judge her, and he felt a 
pang because maybe she has been judged before about it. And if it was 
her dream then that shouldn't be the case. "I want to win the fields 
medal . " 

"The fields medal?" He repeated because he wasn't familiar with it, 
he's only ever heard of the Nobel Prize. 

"The fields medal is for mathematics." She told him simply. And when 
he looked at her then, it was like he saw right through her soul, she 
was some sort of genius and maybe no one really knew that, or she 
didn't gloat about it at least. 

"Sounds like you have a pretty good life ahead of you if that's the 
plan" He said, she laughed a little at the end and it sent chills 
through him. Her laugh was soft and kind and could make all bad 
things in the world stop if enough people heard it. 

"I guess, but its not going to be easy," She sighed and they turned a 
corner onto a street that had posh houses on with lawns the size of 
Australia . 

"Whats your IQ level?" He blurted out of nowhere, she gave him a 
weird look and breathed out as she shook her head. 

"Kind of a weird question don't you think?"She challenged him, he 
didn't need to look at her to know she was smiling. 

"Knowing your IQ might give you a better chance of knowing if you can 
win the fields medal" 

"120" She said under her breath. He was shocked but he wasn't at the 
same time. He thought she would say something like that but also 
thought it would be lower. 

"Lydia you're a fucking genius!" Stiles exclaimed, she blushed and 
tried to laugh it off but for once no one had really mocked her for 
it, the only person that doesn't do that is Allison. And Jackson 
didn't know what she was capable of, he didn't realy know her at 
all. 

"Yeah, yeah," She said trying to dismiss it, "I don't know who i take 
after though" 

"Are your parents not clever?" Stiles asked, it sounded a little rude 
when it came out but Lydia knew he didn't mean it like that, at least 
she hoped, so she acted cool about it. 

"Well my dad is a giant dick, so no, my mother teaches some, she just 
isn't a 'genius'" She stated, she used her fingers to put air 
quotation marks around the word 'genius'. She has to take after 
someone, Stiles thought. Knowledge like that doesn't come with the 
snap of two fingers. 



"So am i talking to the future Einstein?" 


"No, " She smiled, "He was a physicist, I want to be a mathematician" 
She looked proud when she spoke about her ambitions, and she looked 
happy. The kind of happiness that spreads to the eyes. 

"Are you happy?" He asked her, she looked at him, her face hard to 
read, she furrowed her brow and thought . 

"Happy?" She repeated, seeing that emotion in her eyes had made him 
think that maybe she wasn't always like this. 

"Yeah, happy. Content." Stiles continued. She chewed the inside of 
her cheek as she thought. Was she happy? She didn't even know herself 
and that kind of scared her. 

"I wouldn't say content," She sighed, they walked in silence for some 
and then she spoke, "I'm okay, sometimes I feel happy, sometimes I 
don't, because you can't always be happy right?" 

"Right." He said nodding, it made him a little sad thinking that she 
wasn't always happy, because so far she seemed like a really nice 
girl . 

"And you?" She asked knocking his arm with her elbow. 

"Huh?" 

"Are you happy? If you say you are i might slap you" She joked and he 
put his hands in his pockets and tried not to cringe as he said the 
next words . 

"I'm happy now . " 

"I have a boyfriend you know?" She said. He wasn't sure if she meant 
it in a dry way as if she didn't think he was anything, or if she was 
warning him, that if her boyfriend- Jackson- found out it wouldn't be 
pretty . 

"Yo! Simon!" A shout from the road yelled out, they turned to look to 
see a car filled with about eight people, the boy who had spoke had 
to be around 16 and he had curly hair. 

"No, no, sorry man we're not Simon" Stiles spoke for them, the kid in 
the car, who was driving, looked confused as if these two teenagers 
_had _to be Simon. Whoever that was. 

"Hey! Don't apologise for who you are or who you're not!" He said, 
his eyes were puffy and red, no doubt high. Maybe he should let his 
dad know about this, it could end badly. 

"They should put that on a T-Shirt!" Another man called out from the 
back, he was older probably about 18 and he had a bottle of liquor in 
his hand. Stiles should technically call his dad right now. 

"You guys know where this party is?" The one with the frizzy hair 
spoke again, "I think its Chestnut Lane?" 

"Yeah, -uh- we just came from there, it was just broken up by the 
police" Stiles told them, they squinted their eyes at him and he 



suddenly became very uncomfortable. 


"You sure it was broken up?" 

"Yeah, I'm sure" Stiles nodded as if he needed to prove he had been 
at that party. 

"Oh, that sucks, " The boy said again then looked back at the filled 
up seats, "But hey, do you wanna ride?" 

Lydia looked at Stiles and then back to the stoned teenagers, "I'm 
only a few blocks away, if you want to.." 

Stiles was shocked that she even suggested for him to go with them, 
as if she was fine leaving him with them. 

"Uh- what? no. It's okay man, thanks though" Stiles said putting a 
hand up to thank them. 

"Suit yourselves" The boy said, then he added, "You're so 
cute" 

"Yeah.." Lydia spoke, then they zoomed off down the road with the 
disco ball that hung on the mirror swaying violently side to 
side . 

"Maybe you should tell your dad, they were clearly drunk and stoned" 
Lydia said with a crease in her forehead marking concern. 

"They'll probably get caught by someone on duty, if they aren't 
caught on a speed camera first" Stiles shrugged it off, hoping that 
they would get stopped soon. 

They walked the last two blocks in silence, but again it wasn't 
awkward which he loved so much because it was exhausting always 
thinking of a conversation. 

They stood outside her house, it was big, three stories and they had 
a very big front lawn with two cars parked in the drive. There was a 
willow tree that almost touched an upstairs window and had a fat 
trunk . 

"Do you maybe want to come in?" Lydia asked moving on her feet, she 
held her bag tightly and Stiles considered what to do. If he went 
home he would just think about Malia, and when it was late at night 
and thoughts of her roamed his head, it was never safe. It always 
ended in him picking out his flaws and- as silly as it sounds- crying 
over her. Becasue thats what she did to him. She made him crazy, and 
maybe that wasn't a good thing for his mind. He also knew if he 
declined the offer that this friendship he had going on would be all 
for nothing, and that it would end here. 

He decided for once to be spontaneous so he nodded, "Yeah- uh 
sure " 

"Don't act all nervous," Lydia remarked as she walked them to her 
door, she got her key out that was painted with a purple nail varnish 
and unlocked her door but before she opened it she spoke, "I won't 
teabag you, i have a boyfriend" 



He let out a light laugh and she turned to smile at him, the fact 
that she used the word _teabag _instead of _shag _or _fuck, _made him 
like her, and her sense of humor. Although that didn't mean Malia's 
wasn't any good, maybe it was because Malia tried to hard to make 
people laugh. Maybe that was the problem. 

They tip-toed up the stairs to her house because her parents were 
sleeping, it was 12 o'clock and he should be heading home his dad 
might start worrying. He reminded himself to drop him a text if he 
wasn't home within the hour. 

"Do you want something to drink?" Lydia asked him as she put a record 
on. The quality was different on a vinyl record player, much better 
than download and was clearer. 

"Uh- Yeah, what do you have?" 

"Wine" She said as if this was normal for her, a 16 year old girl 
just drinking a glass of red wine on a Friday. 

"Yeah, yeah thats fine" He said and she nodded and headed downstairs 
to get the drink. He walked around her bedroom. Her walls were a 
purpley pink and she had white butterflies stuck to the wall by her 
bed. Her bed frame was leather and didn't look cheap, her quilts were 
soft and carefully stitched with a pattern. He ran a hand along the 
fabric to find it was silk. She was clearly from a wealthy 
family . 

Her dresser and closet were glass-mirror effect and she had a cork 
board above her drawers. He walked over to it, she had magazine pages 
pinned to it, covers of vogue and cosmopolitan and more stuck in 
random places but all covering the board. He wanted to take one off, 
one that caught his gaze because it was black and white but when he 
went to lift it off a maths equation underneath caught his eye. 

He lifted a few more sheets up and found more and more mathematical 
theories that he didn't understand. She really was a genius, and she 
didn't want to gloat about it. He was interrupted by her 
coughing . 

He jumped back and she smiled and raised the two wine glasses that 
were full with the red liquid. She handed one to him and took a large 
gulp as if the burn of alcohol going down her throat didn't bother 
her the slightest. 

"Why do you hide it?" Stiles asked. She looked at him then back at 
her glass as she leant against her side unit. 

"Because i do." She told him flatly. He wanted to press on but not 
sure how. 

"You wanna know when i'm really happy?" She sighed placing her wine 
glass down by the mound of cushions she had at the end of her bed, 
she stayed stood up and breathed in, "When it's about 4 o'clock on a 
weekday, and i come home from school and i can get out some paper, 
and do some insane theory and then pin it on the wall" 

His mouth went dry because she had opened up to him. That when she 
was most happy was when she was doing what she was best at. And she 
spoke it with confidence, like she was proud that that made her 



happy . 


"And the sun comes through my window, " She continued quietly and she 
slowly sunk to her carpet, "And it makes the carpet all warm and 
fuzzy, and i just feel . . ._content " _ 

"Yeah, i know what you mean" Stiles said nodding, he scratched at the 
back of his neck. His hair that he eventually grown out tickled it 
and it bugged him a little. 

There was silence from them as they thought about when they were 
happy, Stiles didn't want to say what made him happy, because the 
answer was Malia, and he knew if he said that right there and then 
she would kick him out. 

"Have you had sex yet?" She blurted out, he sat down on the floor 
opposite her and took an uneven breath in. 

"No, not yet," He said hanging his head down, "Not like I haven't had 
the chance, or anything" 

"What do you have girls lining up to have sex with you?" Lydia 
teased, she drunk her wine and smirked at him. 

"No, that's not what i meant," Stiles said sighing, "I've been in 
relationships just.. I've never got _there" _ 

"You wanna have sex with Malia? Is that it?" 

"Well, uh- i guess, " He stuttered, he felt bad for talking about 
this, he never got off over her, or anything, he never really thought 
about it, "I never fantasise about it, i fantasise more about holding 
her hand, or kissing her in school, you know? All that cheesy 
romantic shit that you're such a fan of," he said, that earned him a 
little laugh off of her, "I fantasise about having sex with Erica 
Reyes " 

"Whose Erica Reyes?" 

"A girl in my school who everyone wants to have sex with, because 
shes . . _hot " _ 

_"_Right, but you want Malia to be your girlfriend?" She 
remarked . 

"Well yeah" 

"But you fantasise about having sex with Eric?" She 
stated . 

"_Erica, " _he said, the least he needed was for her to say he was 
going gay, "And yeah, i mean, Malias not even mine" 

"The Virgin and The Skank, tale as old as time" Lydia said, she put 
her wine down and lead back on her cushions and starred up at the 
ceiling. Stiles neared her and rested an elbow on the cushions and 
looked at her. She carefully kept her eyes on him as he moved his 
body, for once in his life he hadn't done anything clumsy around her, 
maybe he was becoming better. 



"Everything cool has been ruined. Was before we got here. Even sex 
and relationships, it's all just so safe and convenient. Exchange 
profiles, boil your personality down to some, like, compatibility 
equation . "What ' s your favorite movie? Who's your favorite recording 
artist?". And then with one easy click, we too can realize our dream 
of boning someone exactly like us, get married, give birth to two and 
a half babies. We can all post the pictures on Facebook or Twitter... 
No, that's- That is not for me. I wanna meet a man the old-fashioned 
way, you know, like in a bar." Lydia sighs, Stiles is almost in a 
trance when shes finished, she speaks without stuttering or 
stammering and she understands life a little better than anyone else 
he ' s ever met . 

"Or in a dark alley, crazy guy talking to himself" Stiles joked, she 
looked at him and smiled and then shook her head. She took his hand 
in hers and suddenly he couldn't breathe and his heart was pounding 
in his made a joke about her meeting a man who so happened to be him 
and _now _she was making a move. 

"Which one am i?" She whispered, "The Virgin or The Skank?" 

"I-" He began but his heart was racing so fast and the way her eyes 
stared into his was just too much, "I've never met anyone like you 
before" 

"That's a pretty good answer" She smiled. She gazed at him for a 
while then turned so her back was in his chest, he settled down on 
the cushions too and she held his hand still. He tried to not let it 
get too clamy. 

"Your heart is beating really fast" She laughed lightly. This was 
normal, for a sixteen year old girl to be cuddling with a very 
attractive girl, _this was normal. _Well maybe not for 
Stiles . 

"Sorry" he murmured, he burried his face in her hair and she rubbed 
her thumb on the inside of his hand. 

He thinks he hears her mumble a 'Don't worry" but he is suddenly very 
drowsy . 

And they didn't say another word to one another. He just let his head 
rest and his muscles relax against her touch. And the darkness crept 
over her room, and over his mind. 


End 
f ile . 



